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when he announced that he was going in his little
steam tender to have a look at the Port Hudson
batteries. First he asked Captain Thornton A. Jen-
kins, his chief of staff, if he would not like to come
along. The captain begged to be excused. Then
he asked Captain Smith, who also begged to be ex-
cused. Neither saw any purpose in an interruption
of his duties to make a trip in the heat in order to
be shot at. But Farragut was not going alone. He
clapped me on the shoulder and said: " Come along,
youngster!" which was equivalent to a command to
one of my rank. As I went over the side Captain
Jenkins said to me:

"Did you ever know a man before who always
had a bee buzzing in his ear?"

We went up into the range of the batteries and
drew their fire. But as we steamed rapidly and in
a zigzag course we were not hit. Meanwhile Farra-
gut seemed to be having the best kind of a time.
No doubt, he got* the information that he wanted.

It was while serving on the Monongahela that
I had the closest call in my career. We were steam-
ing up the river, escorting a small gun-boat with am-
munition for Banks's army. As I have previously
mentioned, all that a field-battery had to do in order
to have a little practice against a Union man-of-war
was to cut embrasures for its guns in the levee
and let drive. The levee furnished both an excel-
lent screen and excellent protection. In fact, the